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Said from the Downs in the r 
[ My jib, how'she smack'&thro' the breeze, 
She's a vessel as tight td my fancy” a 
As ever sail'& on the salt seas, ũ6 +... 
hen adieu to/the' white cliffs of Britain, 3 
Our girls and our dear native ore, | 
For if some hard rock we should split on, 
j We ne'er should see them auy more” 
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But $aflors are barn for all weatkers, o BY I, 
Great guns, let it blow high, blow low, 
Our duty eps us io dur tether, 


And where the gap drives we must go. 
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Y i verily tRougiit he'd have sunk g ow” N 

F For the wind begati 80 to Alter, * 


She yaw'd just às the* he was drunk. arge 
The Squall torè the marnsal to Shivers,'” | 5 
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1 this we at sen had miscarried, 
- Another guess way zet the W md. 
For to England I came and got married 12 

To lass that is comely and kind; 71 
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The norm came on thicker and banter, 
As black just as pitch was the sky: "FF 
When truly a doletul disaster, 24 
Befel three ee and I; | 
Ben Buntline, Sa hroud, and Dick H DO 
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Mere every soul swept from the yard. 
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Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick, ü peccavi, >. 


As for J, at the risk of my neck, 
While they sunk down. in peace to old Davy, 


{> "Cath a rope, and so landed on deck. 


Wall, what would you have, we were stranded, 
And out of a fine jolly crew, [ 
Of three hundred that sail'd, never landed; 
* 1, e i think, twenty-two, 
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We knew not for what we were bern, 5 


5 


Maury '; Dream. 


HE moon had climb'd the highest hill 
That rises over the sourse of Dee, 

And from the eastern summit shed 

Her silver light on tower and tree; 
When Mary laid her down to sleep 

Her thoughts on Sandy far at sea; 

hen soft and low a voice she heard 

* weep no more for me 
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She from her pillow gently rais'd 
Her head, to ask who there might be, 
And saw ner young Sandy shw'ritig stand, 
With pallic reps and hollow eye.— 
O0 Mary dear] cold is my clay, 
It lies beneath a stormy sea; 
Far, far from thee I sleep in death, 
Sa, re weep no more for me 


Three *tormy nights and Stormy days, hs tp. 
| We toss'd upon the raging" main, 


And long we'strove our bark to save, — 


But all our striving was in vain : 

Even then when horror child my on, + 
My heart was fill'd with love for thee 
The storm is past, and I at rest, | 

| So, Mary, weep no more ſor me! 


O, maiden dear ! thyself prepare, 
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Where love is free from doubt or ce, 
mt; And thou and 1 shall part no more? 
Loud crow'd the cock, the Shadow fled - 
No more of Sandy could she see; N 
But $oft the passing Spirit said, 


0 uy weep hd more for me 25 


g 


of „ þ 
Ss \ F £ 


| Cottye on the Moor. 


| * mam is no more, and my dad's . 
| grave, 
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| Industrv's our wealth, and no dwelling we have, 
Bu yon neat ple ene that stands on the 
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Affections our inmate the: guest we adore; 


And heart- ease, and health, make a palace avpear, 
+ Of our neat little cottage that stands on the 
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Are such signs of jear.gyprew'd'? '* 
Can a warid'ring. wretched creature 
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Wich such terror fill thy bret? 
dis Do my frenzied looks alarm thee 
' Lrust, me, sweet, thy fears are vain,” 
; Not for kingdoms would I harm thee go 
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: Dot chou weep, to see my anguish? 


| Mark mä, and avoid my woe, 

1 When min latter, sigh, and anguish, / 
Think thenFdalse, I found them 30; 
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= . None could ever love again; 
ut, But th&&Fouth I lov'd so dearly, * 


the © Stole the wits of Crazy Jane. 


Fondly my young heart receiv'd him, 
| Which was doom'd to love but one; 
the He sigh'd, he yow'd, and I beltev'd him 
WS He was false, and I undone. AS: 1 
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. hoax hour has resson never 
Heid her empire o'er my Wen, coo 
Henry fled, with bytn for ever, 3 


Fled the wits of Crazy Jane. 


And with frehzied thoughts beset, 
On that spot Where jast we parted— . 
On that spot where firs we oy 
Still ing my love-lorn ditty-— *, 
Still I «lowly pace the Plain, 
While each 3 in pity, * | 
Cries—(306 help ses Crazy Tae: 2 
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